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Of loosened elements, nor the forceful sea

Of flowing or of ebbing fates, can stir

From its deep bases in the living rock

Of ancient manhood's sweet security :

And this he gave, serenely far from pride

As baseness, boon with prosperous stars allied,

Part of what nobler seed shall In our loins abide*

4.

No bond of men as common pride so strong,
In names time-filtered for the lips of song,
Still operant, with the primal Forces bound .
Whose currents, on their spiritual round,
Transfuse our mortal will nor are gainsaid:
These are their   arsenals, these the  cxhaustless

mines

That give a constant heart In great designs ;
These are the stuff whereof such dreams are made
As make heroic men: thus surely he
Still holds in place the massy blocks he laid
'Neath our new frame, enforcing soberly
The self-control that makes and keeps a people

free.

V.

1.

OH, for a drop of that Cornelian ink
Which gave Agricola dateless length of days,
To celebrate him fitly, neither swerve
To phrase unkempt, nor pass discretion's brink,
With him so statue-like in sad reserve.